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Summary 


In the midst of a frigid akuma attack, Adrien recalls a winter trip he shared with his mother. 


Notes 


Hey all, I'm back with another Loveybug AU story because I cannot get enough of her, even 
if she's not the main character here! 


I'm checking two other items off my to-do list as well! Three birds with one stone, my 
efficiency-obsessed father would be proud! Loveywalker, Adrien and the Romantics (have 
you seen the collection UpTooLateArt and I are putting together?), and the December 
challenge over on Sanctuary, a Discord server where a small group of us hang out, and which 
has grown dear to my heart since I discovered it a few months ago. 


Are you interested in Sabine Cheng? Do you like angst? If so, have I got news for you! Ina 
few days, I am to begin releasing a Sabine longfic about her relationship with Marinette and 
what brought her to her life in Paris. Watch this space! 


The cold sleet was trying to carve his face off. He would be unmasked if he didn’t get to the 
lookout! He squinted his eyes, readied his baton, and, relying on muscle memory in the 
storm, Catwalker propelled himself toward the window of an elevated, abandoned apartment. 
They often used this spot in Créteil as a waypoint for battles on the edge of Paris. 


He raised his arms directly above his head and stuck his legs straight out, pointing his toes, 
whispering cataclysm as he slipped through the now-dissolved window like a pole vaulter in 
reverse. Even Father would be proud of this gold-medal technique. 


At any other time, his rough landing would have been audible to neighbors in the building, 
but this time, the Twelfth was besieged by a giantess conjuring snow and wailing about not 
getting to ski. Likely an overworked woman who had to cancel vacation plans. She called 
herself Skathi. 


The blizzard raged from the north, where Catwalker had entered, so he dashed to the south 
side. He needed to join his lovey in the fray. But first, 


Claws in. 


He pulled out a wedge of Camembert and tossed it at Plagg so his kwami could refuel before 
they went after the victim. 


Impatiently, he threw open the window for future exit and was met with a stunning view of a 
crystalline, silver world. He froze, and the humor of that action in this weather was not lost 
on him. Where the blizzard had raged moments ago, things now were calm, as if he and 
Plagg were in the eye of a hurricane. 


“What are you looking at?” his kwami asked, regarding him with a tiny, quirked eyebrow. 
“There’s nothing out there but cold and ice.” 


Adrien felt the pinch of cold cheeks pulled high into a smile, and as quiet as a baby’s 
heartbeat, he answered, “It’s like winter at Skaill House.” 


“Adrien-little, you’ve got to come here!” 


He wobbled through the ankle-deep snow as fast as his legs were willing to go. He held a 
thermos of hot cocoa in his hands. Its warmth lent a part of itself to his freezing fingers. He 
was twelve years old, and he and his maman had come alone to this house in the Highlands. 
Skaill was not posh enough for Father, and besides, he had conference calls. 


“Coming, Maman! Just...let me get through here without tripping! There!” He wedged 
himself between a snowbank and the stone half-fence surrounding the manor, and reached his 
mother just as another coughing fit struck. He knew she should be at the hotel beside a fire in 
the lobby, but she was so determined they make this field trip. 


He ran to her, dropping the thermos and taking her hand, which he heaved over his shoulder, 
trying to support his weight. But Maman was still so much taller than him. 


“M-My hero, my son. ” He could hear her smile over the sound of crunching snow beneath 
their feet as he shifted for better balance. He glanced back at her face. Her skin was a match 
for the snow on the leas and meadows they were planning to hike through as soon as they 
retrieved their snowshoes. 


He knew something was wrong. 


But he was only twelve, and one does not trust secrets to twelve year-olds, he deduced. But 
at least he was here, with Maman, in one of her favorite places she'd visited as a child. 


“I want you to see what I saw, Adrien. When I was your age, your grandfather brought me 
out here. He bade me look out over the expanse, and he told me a story about a young boy— 
you look so much like him—a generation earlier. That boy had stood right here under the 
same tree, and realized something of life s fragility by gazing out at the frigid lands. He told 
me, ‘Emilie, chase your dreams.’” She giggled and stroked his hair. He heard her murmur, as 
if to herself. “I dont want to wake up from this.” 


She lifted her hands to her mouth and blew on them for warmth. (She never wore gloves 
anymore.) “We dont get to stick around forever, Adrien. One day I wont be here for you, and 
you'll only have yourself to decide how you want your life to go.” 


He was terrified to ask why she’d phrased it that way. Why had she implied that when she 
died, he would still be young enough not to have found his path? So he didn t ask. He just 
took in the beauty of nature, of the slumbering woods in the distance, of the small secrets the 
falling snow whispered, of the partridges flying above as a covey. He trailed his fingers over 
to his Maman’s, interlacing them. 


“Your father has plans for you, Adrien-little. But it’s important for you to decide your own 
fate. Promise me that you will strive to make yourself happy. Don t just try to please us.” 


His developing Adam s apple felt sore and squeezed, like one of the mice inching between 
crannies on the footpath. Why was Maman acting so strange? He could barely speak. She 
fiddled with her wedding ring, and he imagined what it would be like to marry a girl as 
tender and loving as her. 


His voice cracked like the snow-laden branch of a tree, its destiny to thud into the powder. 


I 


“T promise.’ 


“My Lord, watch out!” 
Adrien gasped. “Claws out!” 


He had just finished his transformation as Loveybug slammed into him from behind. She 
must have swung through the window he destroyed earlier, not knowing he was already there. 


It was a good thing he had been looking out the south window, or else she might have seen 
Adrien Agreste standing there looking like an idiot! 


“H-hey, you.” 


Catwalker smiled and bowed. “Hey, you.” He had kept up the gentility of his first foray as his 
new persona, but the more he got to know his lovey, the more relaxed around her he became. 
(It was hard not to relax around someone who melted away your anxiety like the heat 
radiating off the spring sun.) 


She skipped over, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her smile. He felt her hands thread 
through his. “I missed you, my Caterknight.” 


“I missed you, too, my Hearts.” 


He knew it was just teasing. He and Ladybug had bantered the same way, and he’d never 
been lucky enough to turn her eye. Besides, he and Loveybug hadn’t known each other long 
enough for affection that intense. Right? 


She lost her balance momentarily, giggling at her mistake, and the image of a very good 
friend with noodle legs superimposed itself on her form. 


“Wow, would you look at that!” she said, snapping him out of his reverie. She was looking 
out the same north window with eyes wide like the summer sky. He could sunbathe in that 
look, and —given the temperature at the moment, of course—he longed to. 


“I thought you preferred Paris at its most hectic, Loveybug.” He crossed his arms over his 
chest and leaned into her personal space, bumping her shoulder and challenging her not to act 
the hypocrite. 


“T have preferences, but I love Paris no matter what makeup she’s wearing. Whether she’s 
dressed in silk or sackcloth, she’s my city, and—” She sucked a breath in. “Oh ho, my Lord! 
Did you grow epaulettes since the last time we met?” 


The contrast of the ambient air and the new warmth of his cheeks was surprising. It was 
embarrassing, but it was a nice change. He’d told Plagg he wanted to look more mature for 
her, so maybe she’d see him in a new light. Sometimes she acted strange around him, the way 
Marinette used to with Adrien. And Marinette had only ever seen him as a friend. 


He couldn’t change much of his costume or she’d think he was another replacement. Or— 
worse—she might realize that he was Chat Noir and be furious at the deception. Does she 
even know we can change our costumes? 


“T see you’ve got something new, too, Bug.” He nodded at the small, golden bell she wore 
around her neck. “You feeling festive this season?” 


“S-something like that!” She cast him a watery smile. There wasn’t a sound in their tower but 
for the easy wind through the windows. “Well, are you fresh and ready to go, um, 
Chartreux?” (Their nicknames were still a work in progress.) 


She raised her hand behind him and tugged at the hairs on the nape of his neck. “Don’t think 
I didn’t notice that handsome civilian hairdo as I came in. You just transformed, right?” 


He clenched his fists and posed for her. “This duke is ready to put up his dukes!” 


She closed the distance to the side of his face, and her bell jingled. He could feel her hot 
breath on his cold earlobe. “Good.” The word was like a thrush’s wings as it flew across the 
meadow. She withdrew, grinning.“Let’s go!” She heaved her yoyo and leapt out of the 
window. 


He heard her whooping and hollering with joy, and he smiled. His father would never 
approve of a girl who lived like a firework. Father would call it jouissance. 


He bellowed out his own merriment as he flipped out the window, extending his baton and 
thinking about her. He could talk with her for hours, and hopefully after this akuma they 
would. She always made time for him. 


As he tumbled through the air with his baton, he sighed. Who knew how long they’d be 
fighting tonight? He thought of his Maman that day on the white February velvet, twirling 
her wedding ring as she looked at him, rhythmic puffs of fog escaping her mouth. 


Miles to go before I sleep, and I have promises to keep, and I have promises to keep. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


